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PREFACE. 



The Writer of the following Poems has always 
felt that the subject of the Redeemer's suffer- 
ings and death is too solemn to be clothed in 
any but the simplest language, and that any 
indulgence of poetic fancy would rob the divine 
narrative of its grand sublimity. They have 
been written with the fervent desire that the 
contemplation of the love of the adorable 
Saviour, and the hope of His return, endea- 
voured in them to be:ifet^:ferlfc^,should warm 
and cheer some of His poor, suffering, and af- 
flicted children, as, under similar circumstances> 
the meditation of them has ever done to 

The Authoiu 






oJOi<x 



INTRODUCTION. 

jN all God's dealings, the soft note of love 
Is heard the thunder's awftd boom above. 
And still behind the darkest cloud we view 
The sun's soft gleaming, and the rainbow's hue. 
So through the suff 'ring of each bitter hour 
Is shadow'd forth the resurrection power. 
We could not watch His soul by torture rent. 
Did we not know that, all life's anguish spent, 
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Triumphant over death the Lord arose, 
And captive led His captive people's foes. 
Then haste, ye Saints ! your hallelujahs hring, 
Behold your Conqueror! and hail your King ! 



ASB KABTER. 



THE SUNDAY NEXT BEFORE EASTER. 

I HEY welcome him with shout, 
With loud Hosamias greet, 
The path is strewn throughout 
With branches for his feet. 

Upon an ass's foal, 

To meet His final doom, 
Jerusalem the goal. 

The Son of God is come. 

Oh ! fear not, Zion's daughter, 

For lo ! behold thy King, 
All lowly, to His slaughter 

In humble guise they bring. 
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With palms and shoutings loud, 
And high hosannas strain, 

He is the Lamb of God, 

The Lamb that hath been slain. 

Ye know not that your deed 
Fulfils the Prophet's word, 

But bear Him on with speed, 
The Conqueror and Lord. 

Now, while His grace aboundeth, 
Ye bear Him to the tomb. 

When next His triumph soundeth, 
'Twill be your hour of doom. 

Now His people who believe 
Weep in sorrow and in shame : 

Then His welcome they receive, 
And triumph in His name. 



AND EASTER. 



ON THE SAME. 

|H holy One I who wast content, 
" For this Thy family," 
To be betrayed by wicked men, 
To suffer and to die. 

Visit us now with holy joy, 

Our thirsting souls aspire 
To taste the fulness of Thy grace. 

Oh, heed our hearts' desire ! 

Our hallelujahs still we raise. 
And through the midnight long 

For the bright mom, when we may join 
The angels' rapturous song. 
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Here, in the barren wilderness, 
Our songs of praise are scant. 

Our hearts are cold, our hands hang down- 
Bridegroom, for Thee we pant. 

Come to Thy loved Jerusalem, 

With hallelujahs high. 
Come as the Saviour promised long, 

With shouts of victory ; — 

Not riding on an ass's colt. 

And with hosannas borne. 
To-day in triumph, as a King, 

To-morrow crown'd with thorn ; — 

But come to her who long hath wept. 

Mourning her widow'd state. 
Of Thy dear presence still bereft — 

Alone and desolate. 



AND EASTER* 

As to the graye her samts are borne, 
Thou seest her woe and tears. 

And hope ahnost grows faint — as Thon 
Prolongest still the years. 

Return, O Lord, and all Thy saints 

The aureole shall be, 
And cloud of glory which shall then 

Around encircle Thee ! 
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MONDAY BEFORE EASTER. 
ISRAEL IN EGYPT. 

ExodWi xii. 12, 13. 

|HEN captive Israel in dark Egypt's land 
In bondage lay, 'neath cruel Pharaoh's hand, 
Refusing still each wondrous word and sign 
Which God, in His great mercy, did design. 
By Moses' hand. His people to prepare, 
When He before all Egypt should declare 
His faithful word to Abram's prostrate seed, 
" To grant deliv'rance in their hour of need ; " 
So abject were they grown with toil and grief, 
They would not hear of freedom and relief. 
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Still patient 'neath the rod their tasks they ply, 
And still their groans and tears ascend the sky. 
And when for help or rest they humhly ask, 
The ruthless tyrant doubles every task. 

Oh, haughty Pharaoh ! surely hadst thou known. 
As there thou sat'st upon thy kingly throne, 
That for these trembling slaves beneath thy sway 
The God of heaven such marvels would display ; 
Wasting thy smiling land from shore to shore, 
Deadlier each plague than that which went before ; 
Sure mercy bright, with her attendant train. 
Had broken every bond, and loosed each chain. 

But oh, dread truth I the heart, to sin inclined. 
To coming judgment is for ever blind ! 
Vain were the task to trace each fearful woe 
That o'er fair Egypt's land did overflow; 
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Only in IsraeVs tents no plague alarms, 
No cattle die, no hail or lightning harms. 
And when thick darkness covers all with nighty 
In Israel's dwellings there is peace and light. 
And when from house to house that wailing wild 
Proclaims the death of every first-bom child, 
The Angel dread, who knows no pause or stay, 
As through each doomed home he takes his way. 
Pauses, if on the portal he espy 
The sprinkled blood, and passes harmless by. 
For, guarded by this deep, mysterious sign, 
Compassed and sheltered as beneath a shrine, 
Through all this night of agony and pain. 
These, only these, untouched, unharmed, remain. 

II. 
Here pause awhile, and humbly strive to see 
The hidden depths of this great mystery. 
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So fraiiglit with meaning to the hapless sons 
Of earth, while each his toilsome race still runs. 
Are there not those who lie in sin's dark thrall, 
Deaf to the voice of mercy's gracious call, 
Who hate the bonds which hold them down so low, 
Yet in their madness will not let them go: 
And when God's messengers the promise fair 
Of hope and swift deliverance declare. 
Over their cruel tasks still drag their chain. 
And in Egyptian bondage still remain ? 

But oh 1 the love that seeks such souls to win, 
Whilst grovelling yet they lie in death and sin, 
Who from His pierced side the blood applies. 
Himself the Paschal Lamb and sacrifice. 
Yea, to His own, when compass'd with thick night, 
Vouchsafes their souls to fill with Heavenly light. 
Feeding, when hungry — soothing, when distress'd — 
Hiding beneath His hand when sorely press'd ; 
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Smiting the barren rock if thirst appall, 
When on His name in helplessness they call ; 
Healing the broken heart, though wounded oft, 
Bearing them now on eagle's wings aloft ; 
Beside them still the pillar'd cloud by day. 
By night the fire, to lighten all the way. 
And though the raging sea the prospect bound, 
Yet through its depths a pathway shall be found ; 
It like a wall shall rise on either hand, 
While safe His children pass, over dry land ! 
And when at length before the judgment-seat 
The fell accuser and the captive meet. 
Seeing the sprinkled blood he shall pass by. 
For cover'd is each spot of deepest dye, 
Wash'd and made white in the pure crimson flood 
That on the cross was shed — that precious blood, 
When on the slaughtered Lamb our guilt was laid, 
And the full debt of our redemption paid. 
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TUESDAY BEFOEE EASTER. 



ABRAHAM OFFERING UP ISAAC. 

Genesis, xxii. 1-14. 

ilHEN the great Patriarch, on the monntain wild, 
Was call'd to sacrifice his only child, 
Just as he raised the knife — the fatal knife, 
With his own hand to sever that young life, 
His God, all-pitiful, with tender love, 
Watching his anguish from His throne above. 
Sends swiftly forth His angel to command 
His servant Abraham to stay his hand. 
" Put up the knife — no longer hft thine arm, 
" Nor on the lad work further fear or harm, 
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" For now I know, indeed, thou fear'st the Lord, 
" And all-obedient art to keep His Word ; 
" Not e'en refusing when I called on thee 
" To give thy son — ^thine only son — to me 1" 
And now secured, its homs in thicket bound. 
Behold his God a substitute hath found. 

O blessed Master ! how Thy care divine 
Doth over aU Thy children ever shine : 
Where'er Thou seest Thy faithful people still, 
Obedient at Thy call, to do Thy will, 
Thou sparest if Thou canst ; or, if Thou dost 
Thine own afflict, 'tis but to make them trust 
The more in Thee, and on Thine arm still lean. 
And from all earthly ties their fond hearts wean. 
But, O great God I TJwu didst not spare Thine own, 
But gav'st to death Thy best. Thine only Son I 
Thou saw'st His anguish — felt His bitter grief. 
Yet found no substitute — sent no relief: 
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Beheld him buffeted, mock'd, scom'd, revil'd, 

Yet interposed not to save Thy child ! — 

Thy holy child ! whose suffering and pain 

Transforms all other sufferings to gain ! 

Oh I shall we listen, and with wonder tell 

The lot that to Thine Abraham befell, 

And yet be silent on the lore divine. 

The theme exhaustless — that great love of Thine ? 

'Tis all too high, — by earthly bands held down, 

We can but selfishly weep o'er our own ! 

And when Tfeou call'st on us to give Thee even 

What Thou hast lent — though only to Thy heaven 

Thou bear'st them for a while out of our sight, 

Our groanings clothe the very day with night. 

But Thou for us didst from Thy bosom give 

Thine only Son, that sinning man might live ; 

Yea, and hast promised, all life's sufferings o'er. 

To raise him to Thy presence evermore. 
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THE LAST WORDS OF JESUS. 

WEDNESDAY. 

Johriy xiv. to xvii. 

I HEN hours are nninber^d, and each watcher 
knows 

A few more past — and the last scene will close, 
How hastily we dry the falling tear, 
And closer draw, each passing word to hear, 
Nor lose the faintest sound from parting breath 
Ere those dear lips are silent, seaPd in death. 
Words, loving words, of tenderness and care. 
Words of deep earnestness, and words of prayer. 
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How each request, each softly-whispered word, 
Is pondered o'er, and in our memory stored, 
All treasured deep within our inmost heart, 
Till death itself alone shall bid them part. 

But oh, blest Master ! of all words the last. 
And tenderest, from human lips that passed, 
Were Thine ! with all Thine agony in view, 
The cross, the nails, the faithless traitor, too. 
The garden scene, the scourging, and the blood. 
The hiding of the presence of Thy God ! 
Thy words Thy children to all time shall move, 
And urge them still to emulate Thy love. 

" Let not your hearts be troubled," cease to grieve — 
On God my Father, and in Me believe : 
Within my Father's house are mansions fair, 
I go before, your places to prepare ; 
And if I go, 'tis only for your gain. 
Then sorrow not, I shall return again. 
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To take ;^oa to myself, that you may be 
E'en wheresoe'er I am, to dwell with Me. 
Whatever ye ask, ye shall receive the same, 
But henceforth ask it ever in my name. 
If Me ye love, all my commands obey. 
And I will, also, to my Father pray. 
And He another Comforter shall send. 
Who with you shall abide e'en to the end : 
Yea, to your hearts reveal each hidden thing, 
And all my words to your remembrance bring. 
My peace I give to you — my peace receive, 
Not as the world doth give — the peace I leave. 
Now, if ye love me, ye'll not surely mourn 
That I unto my Father's house return. 

A new commandment unto you I give, 
In love towards one another henceforth Hve. 
Let love towards one another be the sign 
By which all men may know that ye are mine. 
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Yea, keep ye my commandments all above, 
And evermore abide ye in my love. 
Love e'en as IVe loved you — greater hath none, 
Than for his friends his life he shotdd lay down : 
Not servants call I you, but friends, for, lo ! 
My Father's will and Mine henceforth ye know. 
Remember ever 'tis your Master's word — 
The world will hate you as it hates your Lord ; 
Ye are not of the world, but Mine alone, 
Were ye of it, the world would love its own. 

'Tis needful for you that I go away, 
The Comforter shall come, and ever stay ; 
And when He comes, the world reprove shall He, 
Of this their sin — that they believed not Me ! 
Much have I more to say, could ye but hear, 
But what I now would speak ye cannot bear. 
When He is come. He shall in all truth guide. 
And through Him ever shall my words abide. 
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Not of Himself the words which He shall speak. 
But Me to glorify shall ever seek. 
All of the Father's Mine is to bestow, 
And He to you Mine eyermore shall show. 
A little while my absence ye shall moum, 
But yet a little while, and I return. 
Sorrow and weeping shall the time employ 
Till then — ^when sorrow shall be tum'd to joy. 

These words He spake, and to His heavenly home 
lifting His eyes, He said — The hour is come ; 
The work is finished which Thou gav'st to Me, 
And, Holy Father, now I come to Thee. 
And Thou, Father 1 who with Me wert One 
Before the world was, glorify Thy Son ! 
Not to the world hast Thou Thy glory shown, 
But unto Me and Mine hast made it known. 
Thou hast, Father, given Me the power 
To give eternal life for evermore, 
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To all whom Thou hast giyen, and to know 

That Thou, O God, art God alone ; also 

That Jesus Christ, whom Thou hast sent, Thy Son, 

This is eternal life — and this alone. 

I pray for these, not of the world they be, 

It will hate them as it hath hated Me. 

For them I pray : nor yet for them alone. 

But for all ages on — for all My own ; 

Not for the world, but for all those who hear 

Their word, receiving it with willing ear. 

All Thou to Me hast giy'n, O Father, keep, 

And to Thy fold bring every wandering sheep. 

And now, Father, lo ! all Mine are Thine ! 

And still if Thine, so also are they Mine* 

Perfect in One ! as I am One with Thee, 

I in them. Father, One ! and Thou in Me ! 

And the great glory Thou to Me hast given 

I give to them, that as We, so they even 
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Be one in Us ; that all the world may see 
I send them forth, e^en as Thou didst send Me. 

Father, I also will that nought shall sever 
Those Thou to Me hast giv'n ; that they may ever 
Behold the glory given to Thy Son, 
Belov'd of Thee before all time begun. 
That the great love wherewith Thou lovest Me 
May be in them, and I in them may be. 

These were His latest words— love first and last, 
And thus unto His agony He passed. 

Rejoice, sinner I while thine eyes overflow. 
Seek here thy peace, for of a surety know. 
Undying love these wondrous words betoken. 
And unto us, as unto them, were spoken. 
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THE AGONY IN THE GARDEN. 



THURSDAY. 

I HERE, in dark conclaye, that last mght they sate, 
Consnltiiig o'er the blessed Sayionr's fate I 
His fate ! why, 'tis bnt to His eye alone 
The whole creation's future fate is known. 
His blessM life they could not touch or take, 
Had He not pleased to give it for our sake. 
But there they sit, those priests and elders round. 
For lo ! a traitor midst His own is found, 
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Prepared to lead a rude and ruffian throng 

Those still and qniet garden shades among, 

Where Jesus, with three chosen friends alone, 

In those last awfiil hours, to pray had gone, 

Relying still upon their love and power 

For help and comfort, through this bitter hour. 

When with His Father pleading, He did cry, 

That if 'twere possible, this agony 

Might pass from Him ; but oh, no will of Mine 

Be done, but Thine, my Father, only Thine ! 

And now, behold from heaven an Angel sent 

To strengthen Him, whose strength is well-nigh spent. 

For He the cup of agony must drain. 

Of all man's race the penalty and pain. 

Oh ! ye with hearts not yet to marble grown. 
When ye behold that bloody sweat stream down 
From every pore, and the rack'd soul within 
E'en pleading, to escape this load of sin, 
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And, " if 'twere possible," this cup of woe, 
This bitter anguish. He might yet forego. 

Oh think, in all this suff'ring we partake. 
These fiery pangs endured for our sake I 
And sure a heart of adamant must bleed, 
And turn with loathing from each sinful deed. 
But no, so wrapt are men in earthly bliss, 
They will not contemplate such scenes as this : 
Still, still, this precious blood they trample down. 
And for life's baubles fling away their crown 1 
But see 1 how do His own their vigil keep ? 
Oh sight of woe, to make e'en angels weep ! 
When for three several times He comfort sought 
From those disciples which He here had brought, 
Each time in slumbers deep their senses bound, 
Instead of watching, those three men He found I 
Is this the end of all your boasted power ? 
" What, Peter I couldst thou not e'en watch one hour?" 
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But hark ! excusing words the Lord doth speak, 

The spirit willing is — the flesh is weak. 

" But watch and pray," that ne'er your spirit fail, 

Nor in temptation's hour the flesh prevail. 

Arise, and let us go, for lo ! the band 

Of him that doth betray Me is at hand. 

They come with weapons, and mth torches' glare, 
As for a malefactor they prepare. 
And he, the traitor, now a sign hath pass'd : 
" 'Tis He whom I shall kiss — then hold him fast." 
And straightway, without thought or fear of shame, 
With " Hail, good Master !" he to Jesus came. 
And on His cheek, who only sought to save. 
The poison'd kiss the faithless traitor gave 1 
Oh, lost disciple ! and " is this the way 
That with a kiss thou dost thy Lord betray ? " 
But, as he speaks, behold His followers all, 
In awe of that calm presence, backward faU. 
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Was it that nature trembled ^neath the hand 
That o*er the world the sceptre doth command, 
Or that they shrank beforehand at the sound 
Of the dread voice which sinners shall confound ? 
Yet still He strives one soul from sin to stay — 
<* If Me ye seek, then let these go their way." 

And now before the priests assembled here, 
Behold the Lord of heaven and earth appear ! 
One only — shrinking from reproach and scoflF — 
Hath to the palace followed afar off. 
Beforehand do these wily priests prepare 
Vile men, who fear not falsehoods to declare; 
Whose perjured lips in vain have sought to find 
Just cause of guilt that guiltless One to bind. 

Now rising in the midst the high-priest see — 
*' Say what it is these witness against Thee ? 



28 THOUaHTS IN PASSIOK WEEK 

" Still answerest Thou nothing ? Tell us now 
Son of the blessed, Christ of God art Thou ?" 
Then calmly there at length that tortor'd Lamb^ 
Before His shearers borne, answered, " I am; 
And lo I hereafter ye shall surely see, 
Seated at Gk)d*s right hand in majesty, 
The glory great that to His Son is given. 
Coming in power upon the clouds of heaven ! " 

Now is their cup of wrath filFd to the brim, 
And straight, with scoff and jeer, they buffet TTitn — 
They spit on Him, they strike Him with the hand, 
Covering His face, they mockingly demand 
He prophesy to them — " Now who is He — 
Tell us, Thou Christ— that thus hath smitten Thee?" 

Did Heaven behold the sight ? and was there none, 
Of all that He had blest on earth — ^not one — 
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To shield that gracious head from all this shame, 

Which melts the heart and eyes, only to name ? 

Ah no ! for us He left His throne on high. 

For us He willed to suffer and to die, 

Forsaken and alone, this Lamb of God ; 

Yea, in that hall His own disciple stood, 

Denying with an oath He knew Him even ; 

He, who had seen His power o'er earth and heaven : 

Yea, hell itself, before His mighty word. 

Unwillingly confess — He was the Lord. 

And were these men ? Sure men have hearts which feel. 

And cannot thus, at once, be turned to steel. 

Ah no I hell, trembling, felt the hour of doom, 

O'er all the powers of darkness, now had come, 

So from its depths forth myriad spirits sent, 

And, through these frenzied men, its fury spent. 

E'en as I write His passion, rising ire 
Consumes my soul, and like a burning fire, 
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Shut up in all my bones, the flame deyours, 
And all my strength and being overpowers. 
But yet no anger o'er His spirit pass'd, 
'Twas pity — gentle pity — first and last. 
Already tears of blood for them He'd shed, 
Who now are heaping curses on His head. 

And thus with press and throng, from street to 
street, 
They bear Him on to Pilate's judgment-seat ; 
And there — all glory laid aside — He deign'd 
For man's offence Himself to stand arraign'd, 
While angels pause, amaz'd that sons of earth 
Should sentence Him who gave Creation birth. 
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GOOD FRIDAY. 

|ORD, to Thy cross we come, there to obtain 
The blessing that Thy dying love did gain. 
Come sinner, if thou canst behold the shame 
He snffer'd here for thee, and in thy name ; 
Think — 'twas our sins that nail'd Him to the cross. 
For OS He snffer'd all this pain and loss ; 
For ns the bloody sweat — ^for ns the nails ; 
For ns alone His sacrifice prevails ; 
For ns, and all man's lost and rnin'd race, 
He bore the hiding of His Father's face. 
For ns, the sconrge ; for ns, the crown of thorn ; 
For ns, endnr'd the buffeting and scorn ; 
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The purple robe, for sceptre placed a reed, 

Can your hearts contemplate, nor cease to bleed ? 

Thus clothed in mockery, doth Pilate bring 
Him forth to them, and bid them hail their King I 
But they, with hellish spite unsatisfied, 
Madly demand that He be crucified ! 
Thus, though no spot of sin can they espy, 
They have condemned the Son of God to die. 
Ah, Pilate ! thou dost wash thy hands in vain. 
Not all Judea's streams can cleanse that stain ;. 
Nought but the blood thou sheddest can atone. 
He is the Paschal Lamb, and He alone ! 
Ye frenzied men, who wish upon your head 
The blood may fall — the blood your hands have shed, 
When every day your sacrifices, e'en 
From mom to eve, made all your touch unclean : 
How have ye groan'd since this pure blood ye shed, 
And call'd its curses on your children's head I 
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Upon Him now the heavy cross they lay, 
Till, fainting 'neath the weight, His strength gives way. 
And so another they have made to bear 
The weary load, but not in love or care. 
But Him for heavier torments to prepare. 
He sees the weeping women following them, 
And saith, " Ye daughters of Jerusalem, 
" Weep not for me," those tears of pity keep, 
" And for yourselves, and for your children, weep ! " 
There, nail'd upon the Cross, behold and see. 
Was ever sorrow like His agony ? 
Now, when He saw His mother standing near, 
And that disciple who to Him was dear. 
He spake those loving words which made them one, 
« Behold Thy Mother ! " and " Behold thy Son !" 
Even His murderers His goodness share, 
To them extends His boundless love and care, 
" They know not what they do. Father, forgive I" 
His dying breath still bids the sinner live ! 
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The goiltj thief beside Bim hanging, too, 
His gracious love and tenderness shall know, 
" Lord, when Thy kingdom comes, remember me ;" 
" This day with me in Paradise thou'lt be." 

Now nature's self, more gentle than His foes. 
O'er all the land a veil of darkness throws ; 
The sun, and all its glory, fled the sight. 
And hid its radiance in a pall of night ; 
Earth to its centre shook, and quaked with fear. 
Bocks rent, through all their depths, so dark. and 

drear ; 
And still the universal terror grew 
As to His death the great Eedeemer drew. 
For all creation, which at His command 
Sprang into life, upheld but by His hand, 
Trembled and shook before that hour of dread. 
When its Creator bow'd to death His head I 
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And lo I the curse of a world^s sin hatli power, 
With its o'erwhehning weight, this bitter hour, 
When He must bear the guilt of all man^s race, 
To hide a moment e*en His Father's face ! 
Till then, all griefs, all sufferings, to blood. 
Unmoved He bore — still resting on His God. 
But, when averted was His Father's eye. 
His soul sent forth that last, that bitter cry. 
This was the sum of all His life of woe, 
The seal of all His suffering below. 
He then had drain 'd the deepest dregs of all, 
The cup of bitterness — ^wormwood and gall ; 
And now, " 'Tis finished ! " the Redeemer cried. 
And, in the sinner's stead, the sinless died. 

Dear Lord, how gladly would our full hearts prove 
How they are broken with Thy precious love. 
Our head like waters, and like founts our eyes, 
Our streaming tears are mingling with our sighs. 
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Almost — ^warm'd with Thy love — our souls aspire 
To sing Thy praises in the martyr's fire. 
But no, 'twere better poor lost souls to win, 
And point them to Thy sacrifice for sin. 
But, blessed Master ! what can sinners bring? 
Poor all our worship — poor each oflfering. 
Before Thy presence we in vain had stood, 
Unwash'd in the pure fountain of Thy blood. 
Yea, even in Thy temple when we meet, 
It needeth daily that we wash our feet. 
That from pollution of the world each day. 
The sprinkled blood may cleanse the guilt away. 
But when, hereafter, we beside Thee stand. 
Clothed in white robes, and palms in either hand, 
As victors crown'd, we'll join the Saints above, 
And sing the praises of Thy dying love ! 
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HYMN. 



GOOD FKIDAY. 

j|H theme mysterious to all time ! 
Thy agony, Lord ! 
Suspended betwixt heaven and earth, 
As though of both abhorr'd. 

We contemplate Thy wond'rous death, 
And see Thee well-nigh spent. 

Ere yet Thy ruthless murderers 
Thee to the Cross have sent. 
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Yes, in the garden's agony, 
When down from every pore 

Those sacred limbs shed tears of blood. 
E'en in that bitter hour ; 

Thyself a sacrifice Thou gav'st, 

And for Thy children's sin. 
Pleading forsaken, and alone, 

Did Thy life's death begin. 

But then. Thy Father to Thine aid 
A strengthening Angel sent, 

To bear Thee through that hour of dread. 
Though fainting, worn, and spent. 

But in that last great agony. 
When He His face did hide. 

Though but a moment from Thy sight. 
When Thou wast crucified. 
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When darkest night veiled all the skies, 

And earth's foundations rent, 
Then in Thy soul was night more dark 

Than nature's firmament. 

Yet soon, with faith triumphant, 

« 'Tis finished I" Thou criest, 
And to Thy Father dost conunend 

Thy spirit ere Thou diest. 

The soldiers inaryel when they find 

Thy life so early gone, 
Unwitting of the life-blood shed 

Within the garden lone, 

'Twas Thine, that precious life to give. 

None it from Thee could take : 
Thou laid'st it down, for Thou wast pleas'd 

To give it for our sake. 
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Oh mystery of mysteries, 

Surpassing hmnan ken ; 
That the life-giving God Himself 

Should give His life for men ! 

Pause we, in silence, and in awe ! 

And think what sin must be, 
Which called for such a ransoming, 

Sinner, for thee and me I 

Yet comfort take, those bleeding wounds, 

That costly ransom paid, 
An all-sufficient sacrifice 

For thee and me have made. 
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EASTER EVE. 



HOLY SATURDAY. 

|E faithful women I ye still lingering stay, 
Who to His wants had ministered each day; 
Ye loving Marys I ye now weep alone, 
All yonr hopes over, yonr sweet labonr done. 
When those we love depart, how hard to bear 
The thought that thence for them vain all our care. 
Last at the sepulchre, last at the cross, 
No fear of suffering further pain or loss. 
They followed to the tomb, they saw it close, 
Were there again before the mom arose. 
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One rich man only, of disciples all, 
Hath dared to follow at his Master's call. 
He now of Pilate begs the precious boon. 
That in his own rock-sepulchre, new-hewn, 
The body he may place ; and Pilate gives 
Permission. He from the Cross receives 
The mangled form — wraps it in linen white, 
And in his garden-tomb hides it from sight. 
Closing the entrance with a pondVous stone. 
There see the Saviour lie, but not alone I 
For angel-guards, attendant, wait to see 
The Victor vanquished, and the Captive free ! 
There, too, the Marys sit, overwhelmed with grief ; 
Oh ! cease to mourn, to-morrow brings relief. 
And now to Pilate haste the busy priests. 
To urge with earnestness their last requests. 
" We do remember that deceiver said 
" That He should rise again, e'en from the dead, 
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" After three days ; therefore we now demand, 

'^ Till the third day, that thou dost straight command 

" The sepulchre he made secure, lest they 

" Should come by night and steal the corpse away ; 

" And so this error — of all errors worst — 

" More fatal prove than even was the first." 

Then Pilate answered them — " Haste, go your way ; 

" Secure the sepulchre, make no delay. 

" Ye have a watch, ye can command each man, 

" And seal it all as surely as ye can." 

And so they set the watch, and seaVd the stone. 
And thought — deluded men ! — ^their work was done* 
And that their feeble arm and puny strength 
Had sealed up their victim's doom at length ! 
O fools ! to think within earth's narrow space 
To prison up the Maker of your race I 
Or, with your sealed stones, and watchers bold, 
In bands of death the Lord of Life to hold ] 



44 THOUGHTS IN PASSIOK WEEK 

And in that sepulchre and garden lone 
To keep the King of Glory from His throne ! 
Let potsherds still in strife with potsherds blend, 
But cease ye with your Maker to contend. 
For He that sitteth in the heaven shall laugh, 
Yea, have them in derision in His wrath ! 
Behold your watchers, trembling now, and pale. 
Have kept their midnight watch without avail ; 
And from that Angel fly with haste and fear. 
To spread the tidings which ye dread to hear. 
That mighty Angel, seated on the stone, 
With countenance that like the lightning shone ! 
Of what avail the keepers or the seal ? 
When earthquakes cause the granite rocks to reel. 
And Angels come to ope the prisoning tomb. 
And loose the captives from their deepest gloom. 

And now, all vanquished — curse, hell, death, and grave- 
He, to the uttermost, can sinners save I 
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So when the last loud trumpet shakes the earth, 
The dead shall all arise to second birth. 
The teeming ground, now covering her slain, 
Out from their graves shall cast them forth again. 
The depths of ocean shall conceal no more. 
But from her bosom render up her store ; 
Yea, every land, and every clime, shall give 
Its buried millions, when He bids them live. 

Haste then, sinner I this is mercy's hour. 
To-morrow ye may be beyond its power. 
The present only your probation is ; 
llien some to torment rise, and some to bliss. 
Then come, while yet remains an open gate, 
Another hour, and ye may come — ^too late. 
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HYMN. 



FOE EASTER EVE. 

BURIED ! the Lord of Life I 
Buried I the King of kings ! 
Who came to end our strife, 
With healing on His wings. 

And is He overcome ? 

Our Master, and our Lord, 
Succumb'd beneath the doom 

Pronounced as sin's award ? 
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Nay, though He trod the deep, 
To which all flesh must tend. 

Vain all its powers to keep 
Man^s Sacrifice and Friend. 

He yielded to the fate 
The flesh He took oheys, 

But burst the prison gate,. 
And bore away the keys ! 

His might and glory veil'd, 
To lowest hell descended. 

Over the foe prevailed, 
And Conqueror ascended. 

Still, though His people fall 
A prey to death^s dark night. 

They'll waken at His call 
To everlasting light. 
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He keeps their sonls from harm, 
All safely curiain'd ronnd, 

From earth or hell's alarm, 
Until His tmmpet somid. 

When, like their risen Lord, 
Victorions they shall rise, 

T' obtain their great reward, 
And mansions in the skies. 
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EASTER DAY. 



MORNING. 

H no! Thou didst not leave His soul in hell, 
Nor ^th corruption suffer Him to dwell ! 



O woman, guilty above all the rest I 
O woman, here above all creatures blest ! 
Thou first on man didst bring the curse and shame, 
Thou first art sent, the Herald, to proclaim 
The glorious news — that hope and triumph gives. 
That He — ^the second Adam, risen, Uves 1 
Ye faithfal Marys, -who, ere break of day, 
Here wend again, with aching hearts, your way, 

E 
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And with your ointment sweet, and spices' store, 

Haste forth your last fond offerings to pour. 

Ye wondered how your feeble strength alone 

Should ope the prison-door — but lo I 'tis done I 

And entering in, these faithful women see 

The empty tomb— th' angelic radiancy. 

" Oh, fear not ye — nor seek Him 'mid the dead, 

" He is not here — ^but risen, as He said. 

" But come, behold the place where the Lord lay ! " 

Thus spake th' attendant guard, in bright array. 

Some back return the tidings to disclose, 

One there remains, still weeping o'er her woes. 

As some sad mourner, after recent loss. 
Dreads nothing farther that her path can cross. 
Accepts no comfort, looks for no relief, 
Absorb'd entirely in her one great grief; 
Indifferent alike to all things here, 
And lingering only with the lost and dear; 
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So Marj, all her gentle labour o*er, 
Thinking on earth to hear His voice no more, 
Still standeth there, all desolate and lone, 
Weeping, and in the grave still looking down. 
But as the monmer in these silent hours 
Oft gathers to her soul her richest stores, 
And, by the selfsame blow her heart hath riven, 
Is led to find her comfort and her heaven ; 
So she, who sought within the grave her Lord, 
The words of hope and victory hath heard, 
For as beside the tomb she pours her tears, 
Her liaeQ Lord Himself to her appears. 

But let us follow the sweet gospel tale, 
And see her rapture o'er her woes prevail. 

Why, Mary, lingering dost thou here remain ? 
He told thee He from death should rise again. 
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Thy tears have so bedimm'd thy weeping eyes, 
Thou seest, thou hearest nothing save thy sighs ! 
Not e'en those Angels clothed all in white 1 
Too dazzling fair they look for mortal sight ! 
At length she sees — her eyes are opened now, 
They speak to her — " Woman, why weepest thou? " 
('Twas then she answer'd with that simple word) 
" Because from hence they've borne away my Lord ; 
" And where they've taken Him I do not know." 
But as she turns, heart-broken, hence to go, 
He standeth there ! and list. He speaketh now : 
"Woman, why weepest thou?" ^* Whom seekest 

thou?" 
Unconscious still, perchance tear-blinded, she, 
Supposing Him the gardener to be, 
Answers yet calmly, " Sir, if thou didst bear 
'* From hence my Lord, I pray thee tell me where 
" Thou'st taken Him, that from that place I may 
" Remove the body of my Lord away." 



AND EASTER* 53 

But now that well-known voice again she hears, 
" Mary I" — ^that word hath scatter'd all her fears. 
What joy now beameth from her gladden'd eyes, 
Healed all her angnish, silenc'd all her sighs. 
Mary, thou must not touch, it is not meet 
That even with thy tears thou bathe His feet. 
No more in human guise His form ye know. 
But as your risen God, and Saviour too* 
But haste ye, tell unto His brethren He 
Shall go before them into Galilee. 

And there to them He came, and comfort spake, 
Yea, even with them food did He partake. 
Through closed doors amidst them first appear'd, 
And spoke that gracious word, to all endear'd ; 
That word, which first and last He ne'er shall cease 
To pour on mourners* ears — ^peace — ^blessfed peace ! 

Then unbelieving Thomas he commands 
To place His finger on His wounded hands, 
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Show'd them the holes the cruel nails had made, 
And the spear-womid m His blest side displayed ; 
Taught them with words of tenderness and care, 
And bade them for the Comforter prepare. 

And now our Intercessor thron'd on high, 
He ever bids His faithful ones draw nigh ; 
Still for our joy and strength His body gives. 
And, through His dying, the dead sinner lives. 
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EASTER DAY. 



FORENOON. 

INVITATION TO THE FEAST. 

DEHOLD the Table spread — ^prepar'd the feast, 
Come, every sinner come, a welcome guest I 
Come, and be fed with high and holy fare, 
Which He, your Lord and Master, doth prepare. 
Haste, haste ye up, and let the children go, 
To-day the cup of blessing doth o'erflow. 
And e^en the little ones shall now partake 
rhe fruit of all His suflTring for our sake. 
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Come, broken-hearted ones, bow'd down with grief. 

Here plenty find, rich comfort, and relief. 

Widow'd, afflicted, sorrowful, or lone. 

Present your suflfrings here before His throne. 

In songs of praise your heart and tongue employ, 

Let not to-day life's troubles cloud your joy. 

Come, trembling sinners, of yourselves afraid, 

Come, He will strengthen you, and give you aid. 

Your fears, your conflicts, doubtings, weakness, pain. 

Bring ye to Him — He cleanses every stain. 

Sin, when indulged, will cut the chord of joy, 

And all your harmony and peace destroy. 

But ye are wash'd — for you His blood was shed. 

For you He rose, a Victor from the dead. 

Why linger by the cross, or sealed stone. 

He is not there I He risen is, and gone t 

Come, take the heavenly food He spreads for yon, 

And let it raise your souls and bodies too. 
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Die in His death, and in His life arise. 
And wing your flight with Him into the skies. 
Then haste ye, bring the perfum'd incense sweet, 
" And let the cloud cover the mercy-seat." 
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EASTER DAY. 



EVENING. 

Isaiahf xxvi. 19-21. 

[EASE o'er your dead to pour your tears and 
sighs, 

He saith, " With my dead body they shall rise ; 
" Yea, from the very dust arise and sing, 
" And as the early dew on herbs, take wing." 
Now in His chambers, with closed doors they bide, 
He doth them safe within His presence hide, 
All curtain'd round, beyond the storm and blast. 
Until the indignation be o'erpast. 
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Only a Kttle moment hid from sight, 

While darkness reigns, and covers all with night, 

For yet He riseth, once to shake again 

The earth, which now doth cover np her slain ; 

Consuming, with devouring, fiery flood, 

The ground, which drinketh up His children's blood ! 

But as the early dew at mom doth rise. 

When the sun's brightness gildeth all the skies, 

Reflecting brilliant hues and golden light 

O'er rising mists, which gather'd through the night. 

So, when our Sun of Righteousness appears, 

They, too, shall rise to bright celestial spheres. 

Drawn from the earth in which they long have lain. 

In clouds of glory back to come again. 

Shall ocean's, depths, devouring fire, or flood. 

Conceal them from the knowledge of their God ? 

Hath not the mighty arm in which we trust 

Power to collect each scatter'd grain of dust ? 
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Nor think His children here on earth which stay 
Shall be forgotten on their lonely way ; 
With us, still straggling in this vale of tears. 
His love and care e'en yet more large appears. 
As the fond mother, who from day to day 
Beholds the children that beside her stay, 
Nor fears for them the touch of care or harm. 
While safe they rest beneath her loving arm : 
Bat if apon the ocean rough and wild. 
She hath one wandering and absent child. 
How her heart yearns, till back that one she bring 
Beneath the shadow of her sheltering wing t 
So He, our Master, loving watch doth keep. 
Till safe vrithin His fold He bring each sheep. 
Nor fear that any should be left behind, 
Will not His gathering angels all His find ? 
Do they not know His mark, and watch each day 
His sealed ones, and close beside them stay? 
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And thoiigli this time the prophets have foretold, 
Yea, even hoped its glories to behold, 
Yet still He tarrieth, and the day of grace 
Hath not to vengeance jdelded up its place: 
Our Grod unwilling that the foe should hold 
Or keep one little one from out His fold ! 
The prophets saw the glory in their days, 
But they beheld it with the eagle's gaze. 
Or as some traveller, when his feet have stood 
On mountain-top, beholds the distant road, 
And thinks that just at hand the goal he's seen, 
Unmindful of the hills and vales between, 
But as upon his way he further goes, 
His pathway opens, and each point he knows. 

So the blest goal which still we hasten to 
Hath in these last days open'd to our view ; 
Our souls have fed upon the living word, 
Our ears with joy the songs of triumph heard, 
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Our eyes almost beheld the golden shine, 

The gates of pearl, the city all divine ! 

As if its radiance were bat just before, 

So close we seem'd to that resplendent shore. 

Our Lord's last words were, " Quickly, see, I come," 

To take my waiting ones to rest and home ! 

And still we answer, with one loud acclaim. 

Come, blessed Lord ! Amen I and yet Amen 1 
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HALLELUJAH! 



lALLELUJAH shall sound 
All earth's echoes around ; 
It shall ring out its chime, 
Triumphant o*er time ! 
Through the dash of the wave. 
From the depth of the grave ; 
It shall pierce through the skies, 
And to heaven arise ; 
From the breadth of earth's zone, 
It shall compass the throne ; 
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Shall be wafifced along. 
With the angels* loud song. 
Hallelujah I again ; 
Hallelujah I Amen. 
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EASTER HYMN. 



HOME, your hallelujahs bring, 
Gome, into His presence haste, 
Joyful praises to Him sing, 

Come, and all His blessings taste. 
Ye hftve seen Him die and languish, 

Ye have felt His bitter woe. 
Ye have watched through all His anguish, 
JJow behold His glory too. 
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He hath drank your cup ot sorrow, 

He doth see each tear-drop fall ; 
Cease to weep — a short to-morrow 

To His presence each shall call. 
He your Judge and Maker is, 

And your Husband, Father, Friend; 
Doth not knowledge such as this 

Satisfy till life shall end? 



Short the time of suffering here, 

Long eternity shall be, 
He will wipe off every tear, 

See, He bringeth victory ! 
Now He hasteth to deliver 

Those who still in grief remain, 
He of glory is the giver, 

He to life restores again. 
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Only rest upon his love, 

And your daily praises bring, 
Cast your burdens all above, 

Joyful hallelujahs sing. 
Hallelujah t come, blest Lord, 

How we long Thy face to see ; 
'Tis Thine own unchanging word, 

" Quickly I will come to thee ! " 
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EASTER HYMN. 



I ALLELUJAH I Lord our God, 
Who from death hast first 
Borne away the cruel sting, 
And its fetters burst. 

Hallelujah ! we adore. 

And in union now, 
With Thy servants gone before, 

At thine altar bow. 
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Hallelujah ! far from home, 

Through the weary night, 
Longmg for the davm, we come 

For peace, joy, and light. 

Hallelujah ! from each care 

And sin set us free, 
Let no earthly creature share 

This blest hour with Thee. 

Hallelujah! come, dear Lord, 

Midst us whisper still 
Peace and joy, the living word. 

Thirsting souls to fill. 

Hallelujah I shout in chorus. 

Hallelujahs sing. 
For amidst us, watching o'er us, 

Stands our risen King I 
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Hallelujah ! how we long 
In Thy courts to be. 

And Thy risen saints among. 
Ceaseless worship Thee ! 
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EASTER HYMN. 



lAYofgloiyl day of wonders! 
When Creation's Lord arose, 
And, o'er death and hell trimnphant, 
Yanqnish'd all His cmel foes. 

Vain the bonds of the usurper 
To retain the living Lord I 

Like the withes that girded Samson, 
They were shiyer'd at Bib word. 

He, the Conqueror, descended, 
Oyercame the tyrant's power. 

Loosing from his bands the captive. 
Opening the prison door. 
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Robb'd of strength, the King of terrors, 
Now beneath the Victor's wing, 

Vainly the dark yallej threatens. 
He hath, borne away the sting. 

And His children pass beyond it 
To His presence, guarded round. 

Where, escap'd from sin and danger. 
Never more shall foes confound. 

But He comes — He comes victorious, 
Seated' on the clouds of heaven, 

Then in glory manifested. 

To His hand the sceptre's given. 

And His sav'd ones — unacknowledged 
In this world of toil and strife — 

Whether then alive or sleeping. 
Enter on eternal life. 
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Lift np yonr heads, ye mighty gates. 

While oar hallelujahs ring I 
Ye everlasting doors nnfold, 

And receive your glorious King I 

Who is the King of Glory ? Who 
The Lord of power and might ? 

King of all kings, and Lord of lords, 
He comes to claim His right. 

Then lift your heads, ye mighty gates, 
Vanquished are hoth death and sin. 

Ye everlasting doors unfold. 
Let the King of Glory in ! 

Amek. 

Psalm xxir. 7-10. 
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THE FIRST WOBD SPOKEN BY JESDS AFTER HIS 
RESURRECTION, AS ALSO THE LAST BEFORE 
HIS SUFFERING- 
PEACE. 



IIH for a tongue to tell His love ! 
All human sympathy above ! 
And which shall never cease. 
As from the dead He first appears, 
His voice doth still their anxious fears, 
And midst them whispers " Peace !" 
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Peace ! — 'twas His word from first to last, 
The parting word ere yet He passed 

To His great agony. 
The first He spake when from the grave 
He claimed back the life He gave, 

And won the victory. 

The word He ever whispers still, 
When man will bow him to His will. 

Nor seek himself to please. 
Still is His tender love the same, 
Unchangeable as is His name. 

He ever breatheth peace. 

When fiery trial rends the soul, 
Yea, when the waves of Jordan roll, 

And sufTrers know no ease ; 
His love shall with His servants stay. 
His presence gild e'en that dark way, 

His voice still whisper peace. 
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As when to Bethany He led 

The favour'd few, still o'er each head 

His hands are rais'd to bless, 
For, rising to His Father's throne, 
He left not His lov*d church alone 

In the bleak wilderness ; 

But sent the blessed Comforter, 
For ever to remain with her, 

That comfort ne'er might cease ; 
Her He inhabits in His name. 
Calming all sorrows with the same 

Sweet word, Peace — Jesu's Peace 1 

Yea, though till resurrection mom 
His faithful ones may still be borne 

To death, by fell disease ; 
Yet He hath robb'd it of its sting, 
And through the grave His own will bring 

To life and endless peace. 



AHD KA8TBB. 77. 



THE CROSS AND THE GLORY. 



MMHH 1 'tis the endless stoiy, 
'™" That knows no gain or, loss, 
If ye wonid share the glotj. 
Ye first must hear the cross. 

He hore the cross alone. 

He hore it for oar sake. 
He win not that His own 

like sorrow should partake. 
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But ever standeth by, 
And hears each feeble plaint^ 

Knows every heaying sigh 
Of the drooping or the faint. 

And when He sees too great 
The burden or the care, 

He lighteneth the weight, 
Or strengtheneth to bear. 

Ye cannot sing the song, 
The new song of the Bride, 

Till ye have tarried long 
The weary cross beside. 

Ye cannot have His name 
Upon the white stc»ie writ. 

Till ye hsvB borne the shame, 
Yea, triumphed over it. 
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Ye cannot wear the crown, 

Eeserved in heaven now, 
Till ye the sign have shown 

Of the cross upon your brow. 

Ye cannot hold the palm 

Till ye have grasp'd the sword, 

But ye lean upon the arm 
Of the Conqueror and Lord. 

With Him ye fight the fight, 

The blessed fight of faith, 
Acid in the darkest night 

Ye triumph in His death. 

With Him ye tread the vale. 

The vale of woe and tears. 
By Him ye shall prevail ; 

And oh ! when He appears. 
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With joy to lift the head, 
And in the countless throng 

Of the living and the dead, 
To sing the Bride's new song ; 

'Twill still be the same story- 
Before th' eternal throne. 

The cross exchanged for glory, 
The warfare for the crown. 
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THE RESURRECTION OF CHRIST'S 
PEOPLE. 

SEEN IN VISION BY ST. JOHN. 



Revelation iv. 

|H ! the glorious vision beheld by St. John, 
When the door was first open'd in heaven, 
And to gaze upon Him who sat on the throne, 
To the favoured Apostle was given. 

In glory like jasper and sardine array'd, 

While, encircled in radiant glow 
Were the soft tints of spring conmiingling displayed. 

In the span of the emerald bow. 

6 
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Fair promise of showers to water the earth. 

Precious drops on the harvest to £b11, 
T' enrich the ripe ears, and produce the new birth — 

Blessed heritage offered to all. 

In the bow which encompass^ the heavenly throne 

No dark tints of antomn were seen, 
Unvaried — ^unchanging — the colour was one, 

Through all ages the emerald green. 

It encircled the throne — 'twas eternity's ring, 

Undivided, unbroken, it rose ; 
Blest pledge and assurance of spring— endless spring, 

To the weary, of rest and repose. 

Thus in vision he saw the rapturous sight 
Of the Lord and His children around. 

While the harp>notes rang out to the song of delight. 
From the wanderers lost, and now found. 



AND EASTER. 83 

He had gathered His jewels 1 the midnight was past, 

The dawn of the morning appeared, 
The foes were all yanqnish'd, the Bridegroom at last 

Took His Bride, by long absence endeared. 

'Twas the song of the Bride ! her espousals divine, 
Escaped from life's tempests to Thee ! 

And the emerald bow, as love's token, shall shine 
As she stands on the calm crystal sea. 

Ah I the winter was over, the spring-time had come, 
And the earth had cast forth from her breast 

All her treasures — and Jesns has welcomed them home 
To His mansions of heavenly rest. 
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